Dear °ol, 3/1/90 

Earlier today I was reminded of a day my recollections of which may interest you 
and two friends you do not know. It was, tragically and unrelatedly, the day Dr. ■“ing was 
killed. 


We had a woman friend who ran a book-and-author radio show, author's k oun d. table. 

It was owned by a man who was making much money from his voice, doing commercials. He 
was also the questioning voioe on the show. But except for his questioning, all ejse was 
done by Dottie Mattimore. (Who is the person who was with me when I did the "“ong John 
Hebei radio talk show on WNBC, New fork, that I've mentioned.) 4 
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In those days I always went to the American ooksellers ^Convention and in those 
days it was always at the Shoreham in Washington. I got there early because by then I had 
friends who might be there and with whom I might have coffee while they brekkfasted 4r 
might just sit and chat with. 

It was usually about three days. The first day, when it was open and people were 
going around visiting the various booths, Dottie came up to me, wringing her hands, 
because the man had not showed up and she had interviews scheduled. Women’s voices were 
not then accepted by radio so she said she could not do it. I told her I could try but 
I'd have no knowledge of the books aix>ut whch I'd be questioning their authors. JJhe said 
not to worry, that would work out, and besides, she'd be cutting the tapes to fit the 
length allowed by their being sent chut to some 300 radio stations on records, so many 
interviews per record. 

It is probably lucky, because I t • ink it gave me confidence, that the first 
interview was with two Miami woman reporters who had done a book on senior citizens 
living in sin, unmarried when they'd have married were it not for the discrimination they 
face fri&^re^^feisate» I don't now remember the details but it was so. That One was snap, 
the questions were obbious cind the women knew what to say and said it well. 

I don't remember all of them. One was a best-selling author, perhaps Sidney 
Shelton, who wrote commercial cap .'“MTsugge sgi ve stuff that was popular, and who told me, 
with a straight face, that he did it to finance his life, which otherwise was devoted to 
poetry, from which nobody can make a living. 

I remember that art Buchwald was one and that maybe I was a little self -intimi- 
dated, fearing he'd make sport with me. So/ right off the hat, almost hoarsely, I whispered 
loudly for him tcTTJxx give is the real inside story of the CIA. "Ola?" he said, several 
times, and then he said th e real C IA was not the publicly-known CIA. The real CIA was 
two unknown divisions of the AM Agriculture Department. From there on it was all fine, 
as you can imagine with him. 

General u avin, who just diedywas another I interviewed, with only his book, as 
with the others, to look at and imagine what was between the covers. I got him to talk 
about what x knew had happened, that JFK had called all his generals in over the Vietnam 
"advisers" we had there and he wanted to get out. Gavin did say that JFK did call them in 
one by one as I recall, those he wanted to talk to. He said what can I do to convince 
you that this is a political problem and political problems are not mttiBbdqmna 
susceptible of military solutions, close to Gavin's actual words. He admited also that 
all our advisers were to be home by the tine of the election the next year*. 
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Hark Lane's crappy A Citizen's Dissent was just out. I had a series of shows lined 
up on the weakest and smallest Washington TV station, then Channel 14 , and one was scheduled 
for that night. I agreed to shave it with Lane when I was asked, before I saw his book. 
Which, as usual, when I read it, combined skilled lying with overt thievery and self- 
promotjon. I ref \isedjto interview him but did share the show with him. I provided all of 
us with transportation from the Shoreham to that station, where Lottie interviewed him. 

u n the show I was quite surprised Jo see how brazenly, to my very face, he was 
stealing something that I had taken tg arrison, for whatever it was worth, when I'd 
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only shortly before that been working in New Orleans. 

I then stayed at the Fountainbleu Motel, on i’ulane &ve. I know it was a Monday 
morning and it may well have "been the Monday before the book convention opened on Wed- 
nesday. My phone rg^ig. jCJ was someone I kaew.ana^j'or some reason never liked very much, 

‘'ones Harris. He is Ruth Gordon’s bastard' £ 3 ^ Jed Harris. I always respected that 
talented woman more' because she refused to marry Jed, preferring that* her son be a 
bastard. As you can imagine, Jones was loaded and never knew him to have any job. He 
also was in that motel and he asked me to come to his room and breakfast with him. I 
just saj» and watched him eat and he talked. 

He had prtended to be a friend of the jifennedys, and he did that morning so 
represent himself, as close to some of their people, and with his parents, A had no 
trouble believing that. About three weeks earlier "obbyiji out in G a iif 0 mia and needled 
by the colie^ kids he was adressing, finally responded by saying that he had read the 
Warren Report and their reeo #3 and those of the FBI and believed the official story. I 
knew this was fqlxe , because he had entirely detached himself from the investigation, 
although he was the attorney general. It was also excessive, probably deliberately so, 
to mark the statement for those who could know as deliberately untrue. ffile never had the 
time required to read the great <tmodnt of paper he described. So, I asked him why H 0 bby 
had lied and why he had not just continued to refuse any comment. (He’d made s single 
exception earlier, when in ■Poland, and to the best of my recoi-ection had not repeated it.) 

tfonestold me that Bobby’s people, his friends, told him, that ^obby felt that 
"there were too many guns between him and the rt hite House." AH itf v cdtj fh ^ k teC $ tbhy. 

dell, coming from a kenedyite, that was impressive so I got him to walk the 
20 blocks to Garrison’s office, with ^carrying my attache case that loaded weighed 
35 pounds, to give him a chance to say more whifle we walked. °ome to think pf 
it, that was the day I returned, on a midday or suppertime plane. 

‘"’o, I took him to Garrison and the three of us tallied about it, maybe with other 
of Garrison s people present. 

, This is what^er^was representing as his own work. 1 do not now remember how. But 
1 didn t like it and I straightened him out, live and on camera. When they broke for a 
commercial he complained and said tnat when the ..how was over he was going to punch me 
in the nose. A invited him to do it then, despite the; differencaln our ages, and he had 
not another word to say. 1 

(in 1973, when Bud Fensterwald arranged for a several-day affair that I knew would 
be largely of the nuts, I refused to go several tirnds and finally agreed to be part of 
a panel, which might give me a chance to rebut the nuts. I had that chance but those nuts 
were interested only in the nuttiness, anyway, Harris was there and I started needling him 
and he blurted out that he’d made the whole thing up, that he was a Nixon man and that he 
hated all ilennedys. Which was probably all true, 100^ of it. Him Lesar was with me when 
this happened. ) 

I may have a tape of the exchange with Lane when A called him bluff and dared bin 
to strike me because Dottie used a fine fcjfaer, with a seven-inch# reel, and she taped the 
whole thing in the studio, not off the air. I think also I have the Gavin tape. I do 
not have the records, what was edited down and sent out to the stations. I checked for 
that several years ago and could not find them although I did find other of those records. 

1 had just gotten borne that night, with ^il, when the phone rang. It was Matt 
herren, who then lived in H e w -rlaans. I had not had the radio on and had not heard the 
news. He asked me if I’d heard that King had been killed. He and all the others who then 
phoned, or phoned again if we’u not gotten home, wanted to know if I believed that was 
by the same people who killed JFK. I began to see how almost any comment could be in- 
flamatory- and this was before the- blaming began - and it worried me. The next day the 
host of the ^>how, J oh:i Hightower, the lightwei, ht son of a then famous AP correspondent, 



5 


ask@d iae "to cons (loiiji "that nigho and. do a show with Jack anderson, jfjfcrk ■^■‘ane and him. X 
refused and instead, fairly soon, decided to go to x 'ew Orleans without letting anyone 
other than Mil know so x would not be pelteci. with questions that in themselves could be 
mQ amatory. That trip was the last time X stayed at the Fountainbleu and it was the time 
Ijodeveloepd. a most unusual informant, a young woman, 20 or 21 , who was friends with at 
least two young Warren Oomn..sion witnesses and, clearly, of a man who'd been allowed to 
escape from a mental institution with a pistol to kill u arrison, Godfrey Kirkpatrick. 

■^ione Turner i3 as gifted a liar as I've ever met, and as unabashed, with a gift for the 
most expressive lingo, but what * checked but of the many, many hours I spent with her and 
taped her, did stack up. Most of it was certainly made up ,aW / cli( Oklck,, 

I got her confidence the Tuesday after king was killed and questioned her for hours 
the next night, in the St. Phillip Street apartment of Barbara Reid. Until, to use the 
phrase she liked, she " zonked out . ') She was just asleep when i-J att Herren phoned me. He* 
phoned home and •'■d.l told him X ^ as in N.O. When he did not get me at the motel he tried 
yarabara's. asked me to get to a clear phone, because many of suspected her's was tapped. 

I asked Drone's boy friend to cone with me. I wanted him to block vision into the phone 
booth in The French quarter Bar from which X phoend Matt. He was in Memphis and he played 
tapes of interviews with blacks, who Trusted him, ''which I taped and later ill transribed. 

It was exciting stuff only it later turnedout not to be valid or true. 

ffione is another story, and quite a story !But I hafl this unsual day the day j^ing 
was killed, ad libbing inte+»views about booksAbout which x kne.; nothing other than what 
-*■ could pick up from the dyst jackets. I'm not at all sure that I had all of them, fact 
is, i know 1 didnif I don^fc have any! I did not get to keep the books. 

Ik Iri^s 

But that two Miami woman reporters, both middle-aged, enjoyed! doing their book, 
doing the research, and being interviewed. They said that those they interviewed for the 
book were quite willing to be open and f e , ank,.diiWf fh-ny- <UU3 fin oJ 

' ^"te^hougii/ on Dione: She called herself Dayan, and wanted her name pronounced that 
was. She was hung up on Moshe and I know that she associated with some Jewish students at 
ulane, which she did not attend. She once took a gold chain, with a star of David, from 
around her neck andymt it around mine, because it was gold I tried to decline it. We 
finally aim compromised, she'd keep the gold chain and I the ft&fi of David. She had an aunt 
who was a nun ana she claime the aunt had had the pope bless that particular star, (i lost 
in when i was moving stones into the lane to fill up depresdeions on a hot summer's day 
and I was wearing shorts only. It is now under macadam.) If this was not enough of a Jewish 
hangup, when she wrote me, which was often, she sometimes had part in beautiful Hebrew SM 
writing. The first time I toom it to the local rabbi for translation, having forgotten all 
the Hebrew ^ knew, he exclaim that it was classical biblical Bebrew and where in t*« world had 
she learned it. <-nd this from a ylung narcfink. I suspect the police kept her supplied for 
her services. There is much, much more recorded separately in a big file. 





